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THE WOMAN WITH THE DEAD SOUL 


Allured by the disastrou.*' tavern-light 
Unhappy things iicw in out oi the night ; 

And ever the sad human swarm returned, 
Some crazy-fluttering, and some haU'-burned. 
Among the labourers, gnarled, and splashed 
with mire, 

The disillusioned women sipping fire, 

Slow tasting bargainers amid the flare, 

4 

And lurid ruininators, — I was ’ware 
Of that cold face from which I may not run. 
which even now doth slab me in the sun. 
,Tl^t face was of a woman that alone 
jewing ; a white liquor by her shone : 


1 


A 



THE WOMAN w|[TH THE DEAD SOVt. 

From which at inora'jcnts warily and slow'; . 

She sipped ; then lu'J nt above her sewing kWfr 
A sober dress of de .cent serge she wore • 
irpliftcd nicely from the smirching floor; ■ 

And with a bunch . of grapes her hat was- 
crowned, 

Which trembled togcjcihcr if she glanced around. 

fn 

Speckless, arranged jw and with no braid awry, 

n 

All smoothed and c ;umbed she sewed inces- 


santly. ' 

She turned her eyes . on me ; they had no ray; 
But stared like windi; nvs in the peer of day. 
So cold her gaze iha t 1 bowed down my head 


Trembling; it seen«j ^ to me that she was' 

• I 

dead, i 

And that those handj s mechanically wen%'A;* „ 


As though the urigina 1 force not yet was 
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^ r , 

Y&a that have wailed above the quiet clay, 
That- on the pillow without stirring lay ; 

Yet think how I stood mourning by the side 
, Of- her who sat, but seemed as she had died ; 
fCold, yet so busy; though so nimble, dead; 
Whose fingers ever at the sewing sped. 

I spoke with her, and iu slow terror guessed 
How she, so ready for perpetual rest. 

So smoothly combed and for the ground pre- 
pared. 

Whose eyes already fixed beyond me stared, 
Could sidle unobserved and s.ifcly glide 
-Amid the crowd that wist not she had died, 
j^^ly she spoke; not once her check grew 



translate the dreadful placid talc, 
a soul was born : she felt it leap 



4 THE WOMAN WITH THE DEAD SOUL*. 

Within her : it could wonder, laugh, and vreep, 
liut dismally as rain on ocean blear, 

The days upon that human spirit dear 
Foil ; and existence lean, in sky dead-grey. 
Withholding steadily, starverl it away ; 

London ignored it with deliberate stare. 

Until the delicate thing began to wear. 

She Iclt it ailing for she knew not what; 
Feebly she wept ; but she could aid it not. 

Ah, not the stirring child within the womb 
Hath such an urgent need of light and room! 
Then hungry grew her soul : she looked around, 
But nothing to allay that lamiiio found ; 

She felt it die a little every day, 

Flutter less wildly, and more feebly pray.* 
Stiller it grew ; at times she felt it pull 
Imploring thinly something beautiful, 
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And in the night was painfully awake, 

I r 

And struggled in the darkness till day>break. 
For not at once ; not without any strife, 

It died; at times it st>utcd hack to life, 

Now at some angel evening after rain. 

Builded like early Paradise again. 

Now at some flower, or human fare, or sky 
With silent tremble of infinilv. 

Or at some waft of fields in midnight sweet, 
Or soul of summer dawn in the dark street. 
Slowly she \va^ .iw.irc her soul had died 
Within her bfidy: for no more it cried, 

Vexed her no more ; and now monotonous life 
Easily passed ; slie was exempt from strife ; 
And jfrom her soul was willing lo be freed, 
•She’ C6iild not keep what she could never feed ; 
And, she was well ; above or bliss or care ; 



6 THE WOMAN WITH THE HEAD SOUL _ 

Hunger and thirst were her emotions bare, I’, 
b'or the great stars consented, and withdrew, 
And music, and the moon, greenness and dew. 
Yet for a time more heavily and slow 
She walked, and indolently worked, as though • 
About with her she could not help but bring 
Within her busy body the dea<l thing. 

When I had heard her tell without one tear 
What now I have translated, in groat tear 
Toward her I leaned, and “O my sister!” 
cried, 

“ My sister ! ” hut my hand she jjiit aside, 

I-est I licr decent dress might disarray, 

And so smiled fii me ihat I might not stay. 
And T remembered that to one long de4d • 

I spoke : ” No sound shall rouse her now,”' 1 
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"Not Orpheus touching in that gloom his 
chord, 

Nor even the special whisper Unit restored 
Pale Lazarus; yet will she seem to run, 

And hurry cagur in the nn«nuia> sun, 
lTidustrioii«. limed, and kempt; til! she at last, 
Run down, inaceuiMtc, aasiclc is east/* 

While thus I whispered .uul in wonder wild 
Could not unfix my gaze from her, a child 
Plucked at her dress, nml the dead woman 
rose ; 

On to the mirror silently shi- gi'cs, 

Lightly a louse tress ti'iiches at Inr ear; 

She gazes in her own eye^ wiihiiul fear. 
.Deliberately then with lingers light 
.‘She smoothed her dress, and stole iiUi^ iho 
night. 



MARPESSA 


Marpcssa, firing given l>y /eus )i*r chmcc hctwrrn the god 
Apollo anil Idas a mortal, ohubO M'ls. 

VVouNDEO with benuty in the summer night 

Young Idas tossed upon bis couch, and cried 

“Marpessa, O Marpessa!’* From the dark 

The floating smell of flowers invisilfle, 

The mystic yearning of the gardcr. wet, 

The moonless-passing night — into his brain 

WandL'rcd, tinlil he rose and outward leaned 

In the dim summer: *twas th<‘ moment de^. 

When we arc conscious ot the secret dawn^- ■ 

Amid the darkness that w’c feel is green, ’ 7- 

To Idas had Marpessa been revealed, ' 

8 



MARPFSSA 


9 


Roaming with morning thoughts amid the 

All fresh from sleeping ; and upon her cheek 

The bloom of pure rejmsc; like perfect fruit 

Even at the niome.nl was her beauty ripe. 

The god Apolli) troni the heaven of heavens 

Her mortal sweetness through the air allured; 

And on this very noon she shall decide 

Twixt Idas anfl the god, take to hcrs'^lf 

A brief or an eternal lover. So 

When the Idng day that glideth without cloud, 

The summer day, was at her blue deep hour 

Of lilies musical with busy bliss, * 

When very light trembled with recess, 

-And heat was frail, and cvety bush and flower 
• ■ 

Was drooping in the glory overcome ; 

^ liQifey three together met ; on the one side, 
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MARFESSA 


Fresh from diffusing light on all the world ' 
Apollo : on Uic other without sloop 
Idas, and in the midst Marpossa stood. 

Just as a flower after tlrcnching rain, 

So from the falling of felicity 
Her human beauty glowed, anil it was new; 
The bee too near her bosom drowsed and 
dropped. 

l>ut as the god sprang to cmbrnce her, they 

Heard thunder, and a little alterward 

The far I'atornal voice, ’* Lot her aecide." 

Anil as a il.ime blown backward by a gust, 

Burned to and (ro in fury beautiful 

The murmuring god ; but at the last he spok(^ 

And smiled a.'i on his favourite western Uiei . 

* 

“ Marpessa, though no trouble, nor any paiiir,J- 
So is it willed, can touch me ; but £ live 
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For ever in a deep deliberate bliss, 

A spirit sliding through tranquillity; 

Yet when I saw ihce I imagined woe, 

That thou who art so fair, shouldsl ever taste 
Of the earth-sorrow; for thy life has been 
The history of a ilfAver in the air, 

Liable but to breezes and to lime. 

As rich and purposeless as is the rose: 

Thy simple doom is to be beautiful. 

Thee God created but to gn)W, not strive, 

m 

And ntit to suffer, merely to be sweet. 

The favourite of his rains; and thou indeed 

* 

Lately upon the summer wast disclosed. 

Child, wilt thou taste of grief ? On thee the 
■ *. hours 

I 

' feed, and bring thy soul into the dusk: 

, now thy face is hasting to the dark i 
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For slowly shalt thou cool to all things grea^. 
And wisely smile at love; and thou shalt see 
Beautiful Faith surrendering to Time, 

The fierce ingratitude of children loved, 

Ah, sting of stings! A mourner shait thou 
stand 

At Passion’s funeral in decent garb. 

The greenly silent and ci>ol-growing night 
Shall be the time when most thou art awake. 
With dreary eyes of .all illusion cured, 

Beside that stranger that thy husband is. 

But if thou’it live with me, then shalt thou 
bide 

In mere felicity above the world, 

In peace alive and moving, where to stir • 

¥ 

Is ccstacy, and thrilling is repose. 

What is the love of men that women seek it} 
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'In its beginning pale with cruelty, 

But having sipped of beauty, negligent, 

And full of languor and distaste: for they 
' Seeking that perfect face beymid the world 
Approach in visii^n earthly semblances, 

And touch, and at the shadows dee away. 
Then wilt thou die? Part with eternal thoughts. 
Lie without any hope Ixmeath the grass. 

All thy imaginations in the dust? 

And all that tint and melody and breath, 
Whicli in their lovely unison arc thou, 

To be dispersed upon the whiilinjj sands! 
Thy soul blowm seaward on nocturnal blast! 
p brief and breathing crcatuic, wilt thou cease 
..Oice having been? Thy doom doth make 
, . . thee rich. 

And the low grave doth make thee exquisite. 
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But if thou*lt live with me, then will 1 kids . 
Warm immortality into thy lips; 

And T will carry thee above the world, 

To share my ecstacy of beams, 

And scattcrinj^ witliout intermission joy. 

And thou shall kn()\v that fust lea]) of the sea 
Toward me; the gratelul upward look of earth, 
Emcr^^inp: roseate from her bath of dew, — 

We two in heaven dancing, — Babylon 
Shall flash and murmiii, and ei} from under us. 
And Nineveh catch fire, and at our feet 
Be hurled with her inhanitanis. and all 
Adoring Asia kindle irid hugely bloom; — 

We two in heaven running, — continents 
Shall lighiOn, ocean unto ocean flash. 

And rapidly laugh till all this world is warm,';. 
Or since thou art a woman, thou shalt have ./i 



MARPESSA 
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liloTC tender tasks; to steal upon the sea, 

A long expected bliss to tossing men. 

Or build upon the evening sky s(»me wished 
And ghjrious inetri.ip{)lis of tluud. 

Thou shcill juTsnade the harvest and bring on 
The deej^er green, rr .silently attend 
The fiery lunera! ot folirige old, 

Connive with I'iine serene ai\d the good hours. 
Or, — for 1 know thy heait, — a dearer toil, — 
To lure inlc the :iir :i l:iee lor.g sick. 

To gild tlie brow that fii>m Us dead looks up. 
To shine on the unfoi given u this world; 
With slow sweet surgery restore the brain, 
And to dis]jel .shadows and shadowy fear.” 
Whfen he had spoken, humbly Idas sold : 
"'After such argument wliat < an 1 plead ? 
'Qrwhat pale promise make? Yet since it is 
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In women to pity rather than to aspire, 

A little 1 will speak. I love thee then 
Not only for thy body packed with sweet 
Of all this world, that cup of brimming June, 
That jar of violet wine set in ihe air. 

That palest rose sweet in the night of life; 
Nor for that stirring bosom all besieged 
By drowsing lovers, or thy perilous hair; 

Nor for that face that might indeed provoke 
Invasion of old cities ; no, nor all 
Thy fieshness stealing on me like strange 
sleep. 

Not for this only do 1 love thee, but 
Because Infinity upon thee broods ; 

And thou art full of whispers and of shades.' 
Thou mcanust what the sea has striven to'vajj^ 
So long, and ycanied up the ciiffs to tell; ■ ' 
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Thou art what all the winds have uitorcd not, 
What the still iiij^ht sUf(^;esteth to the heart 
Thy voice is like to music hoard ere birth, 
Some spirit lute iDUohed on a .spirit sea; 

Thy face rcinembered is irom othoi u 01 Ids, 

It has been died I«t, thoii,^h I know n >t when. 
It ha.s been sun;^ of, thc.iip^li i kii«i\v nd where. 
It has the .•itr.'mifoaesH of the lurir.^- West, 
And id .sad siM-horisous hesioe ihcc 
I am awaiv of other limes atul land:., 

Of birth far nark, of liws in in.iny .starb. 

O beauty Icne .'nO like a {•:in«llo rlcar 
In this dark oountiy ni the world! Thou ait 
My. woe, my early hVhi, my musie 

He was speakiniXi f'he with bps apart 
.Bb^thed, and with diinuier eyes loaned through 
7 the air 
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As one in dream, and now his human hand / 
Took in her own; and to Apollo spoke: 

“O gradual rose ul the dim universe! 

Who«5e warmth steals through the grave unto 
the dead, 

.Soul of the early .-ky, the priest ot bloom! 
Who bcautiliilly gocst in the West, 

Atti\ictiug -IS to an eternal home 
The yearning soul. Male of the female earth! 
O eager bridegroom springing in iJiis world 
As in thy bed prepared ! I^'ain \iro\dd I know 
Yon heavenly waiting through the lieaven wide, 
And the large view o' the subjected seas, 

And famous eities, and the various toil 
Of men: all Asia at my leel spread out , ^ /.■' 
In indolent magnificence of bloom! ■/; 

Africa in her matted hair obscured. 
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And India in meditation pliing:od! 

Then the delight oL dinging the sunbeams. 
Diffusing silent bliss ; and yet more sweet, — 
To cherish fruit 011 the warm wall; to raise 
Out of the tomb to glory the pale wheat, 
Serene ascension by the rain prepared; 

To work with the benignly falling hours. 

And beautiful slow Time. Jhit dearest, this, 
To gild the l.ice that from its dead looks up, 
To >hine on the 1 ejected, and arrive 
To women that lomorobor in the nii^ht; 

Or mend with sweetest surjjery the mind. ^ 
And yet, forijive mo if 1 c:in but speak 
“Most hunuin words. Of immortality 

singest : thou wuuld'st hold me from the 

: '■ ground, 

'^a-lhis just opening beauty from the grave. 
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As yet I have known no sorrow; all my days;. 
Like perfect lilies under water stir, 

And God has sheltered me from his own wind 
The darlinj^ of liis breezes have I been. 

Yet as to one inland, that dreameth lone, 
Sca-farinj^ men with their se:i-weary eyes, 
Round the inn-iire tell of some foreii;n land; 
So a^cd men, much tossed about in life. 

Have told me of that country, Sorrow far. 
How many goodly ships at anchor lie 
Within her ports; even to mo indeed 
Hath a sea-rurnour through the night been 
borne. 

And I myself remember, and have heard;* 

Of men that did believe, women that loved.", v 

4 i" ^ ' 

That were unhappy long and now are 
With wounds that no eternity can close, 
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'Life had so marked them : or ol others who 

Pwted toward their end, and fell on death 

Even as sobbing runners breast tlie ro])c. 

And most I remoinher of all human things 

My mother ; often us a child I ])re‘<«‘Od 

My face against her cheek, and felt her tears; 

Even as she siiiilcil on me, her eyes would till, 

Until my own grew ignorantly wot ; 

And I in silence wondered at sorrow. 

When I reniijinher thi.'., Innv sls.ill I know 

That I myself may not, by sorrow taught, 

Accept the perfect stilleess of the ground ? 

WTterc, though I lie still, and stir not at all. 

Yet shall I irresislihl)' bo kind, 

' ftM^lcssly s^veet, a wandering garden bliss. 

y]^y/‘Stshcs shill console and make for peace; 

* 

mind that injured, be an aimless balm. 
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Or if there be some other world, with no 

Bloom, neither rippling sound, nor early smell, 

• 0 

Nor leaves, nor pleasant exchange of human 
speech ; 

Only a dreadful pacing to and fro 
Of spirits meditating on the siin ; 

A land of bar<Sd boughs and grieving wind ; 
Yet would I not forego the doom, the place, 
Whither my poets and my heroes went 
Before me; warriors that with deeds forlorn 
Saddened my joulh, yet made it great to live; 
Lonely antagonists of Destisu*, 

t 

That went down scoruful before many spears, 
Who soon as wo are born, are straight our 
friends ; . * ■ ^ \ 

And live in simple music, country songs, 

And mournful ballads by the winter fire* 
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Since they have died; their death is ever mine; 
I would not lose it. Then, thou speuk'st of 

i 

joy, 

Of immortality witliout one sigh, 

Existence without toar.'i ft)r cvcimore. 

Tnou wciiiltVst preserve me from the anguish, 
lest 

This hi'ly faro into the dark return. 

Yet I being human, human sr»rrow miss. 

The hall of music, I have heard men sav, 

Is to have* grieved ; when comes the lonely 
wail 

Over tlie mind; c»ld men have told it me 
Subdued after long life by sirajjlo sounds. 

' TThA mourner is the favourite of the moon, 

■■ And. the dcj>artin{; .sun his Rlory owes 

the eternal thoughts of creatures brief. 
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Who think the thing that they shall ncvcY'’ 
see. 

4 

”/.:icc we must die, how bright the starry 
trael; ! 

How wi.mliTful in a bereaved oar 
Tlio Northern wind ; how strange ihc summer 
night, 

Tlte exhaling earth to those who vainly love. 
Out of our sadness have we m.ide this world 
So boaiitifiil; the sea sighs in om brain, 

And in oui hoarl tUai } earning »•! ihi: moon. 

To all this sorrow was I !)• mi, and since 

* 

Out of a human woir.h 1 caiiu’, I .im 
Not eafior to for.:,:u it ; I would scorn 
To elude ih.c heaviness and take the joy,* . y. 
For p^ln came with the sap, pangs with.'tlEl& 
bloom: '".'■'i 
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This is the sting, the wonder. Yet should I 
Linger beside thee in felicity, 

Sliding with open eyi;"? through liquid hliss - 
For ever; still I grow old. Ah f 
Should ail beside thee Aptdlo, and should note 
With eych that would not be. but yet are dim. 
Ever so slight a change from clay to day 
In th*re iny husband; w.itch thee nudge thyself 
To little offices that once were sweet : 

Slow whore th'*u once wort swift, remembf^^^ng 
To ki.ss those lips which once thou couldst 
not leave. 

I should e.xpect thee by the Western bay* 
'Faded, not sure of thee, with desperate smiles, 
pitiful devices ot iny dress 
fashion of iny hair : thou wouldst grow 
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Most bitter to a woman that was loved. 

1 must ensnare thee to my arms, and touch 
'■'Thy pity, to but hold thee to my heart 
But if I live with Idas, then \vc two 
On the low earth shall prosper hand in hand 
In odours of the open field, and live 
In peaceful noises of the farm, and watch 
The pastoral fields burned by tlie setting sun. 
And he shall give me passionate c'hildren, not 
Some radiant god that will despise me quite, 
But clambering limbs and little hearts that err. 
And I shall sleep beside him in the night, 

And fearful from some dream shall touch his 
hand 

Secure; or at some festival we two ^ 

Will wander through the lighted city street^^'j 

' . ^ ji 

. '• -j 

And in the crowd I’ll take his arm and 
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. Him closer for the press. So shall we live. 

And though the first sweet sling of love be 

» 

past, 

The sweet that alino.st venom is ; though youth, 
With tender and extravagant delight. 

The first .ind sv.cTet kis»s hy twilight hedge. 
The insane farewell repeateil o'er and o’er. 
Pass olT; there .shall .succeed a faithful peace; 
Beautiful fricnd..hip tried by .sun and vind. 
Durable from the daily dust of life. 

And though with sadder, still with kinder eyes. 
We shad behold all frailties, we shall haste 
To pardon, and with mellowing minds to bless. 
Th^ though we must grow old, we shall grow 

'■' •old 

'1 ■ 

.Tj^^ther, and he shall not greatly miss 
/jity bloom faded, and waning light of eyes, 



28 


MARPESSA 


Too deeply gazed in ever to seem dim; 

Nor shall we murmur at, nor much regret 

r ■ 

•The years that gently bend us to the ground^ 
And gradually incline our face ; that wo 
l-eisiirely stooping, and with each slow step, 
May curiously inspect our lasting home. 

Ibit wc shall sit with luminous holy smiles, 
Endeared by many grieis. by n}any a jest, 

And custom sweet of living side by side; 

And full of memories not unkindly glance 
Upon caih other. La^t, wc shall descend 
Into the natural ground - not without tears — 
One must go first, .ih god! one must go first; 
After so long one blow for both were good; 
Still like old fiieiids, glad to have mct,*a9d‘. 
leave 

Behind <1 wholesome memory on the earthr. 
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■‘And thou, beautiful ^od, in that far time, 
When in thy setting .sweet thou gazest down 
On this grey head, wilt thou remember theiL 
That once I pleased thee, that 1 once was 
young ? ’* 

When she had spoken, lda.« with one cry 
Held her, ami there was silence; while the 
god 

In linger disai^peari'd. Then slow'y thi.y. 

He lo(»king downward, and she gazing up, 
Into the evening green wandered aw'ay. 
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A TttUK ^TOIlY IH)NE IM' ^ V£KSB 

IIek husband starved; and gazed up in her 
face : 

There was no crumb of bread in the bare 
place. 

Grieving she stared into the waning light 
With fixed eyes that had in them no sight. 
But now at last so deeply, “ Ah ! he said, 
She might no longer bide about the bed; 

But as in panic ran from side to side, « 
And like a creature all around her spied. 
Sudden she stood; and paled in her though^ 
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i^d with both hands at her wild bosom 
caught ; 

She saw the room of every morsel reft. 

And only her own body now is lett. 

Then like a iiiailyr robing for the flame, 

She wound the; shawl about her without shame; 
Lo in the red shawl sacredly she burned. 

Her face already into ashes turned! 

And blind out ol the brightness of his face 
On to litc street she came with w'andcring 
pace. 

But at the door a momcnl did she quail, 

Hearing her little sou behind her wail; 

Who, waking, stretched hi.s arms out lo her 

'."S *fcide, 

1 

softly, “ Mother, take me with you!" cried; 
be would run beside her, clasping tight 
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Her hand, and lag at every window bright, ! V 

'i . ^ r 

Or near somt: stall beneath the wiki ^as-flar^ 


At the dim fruit in f^hostly bloom would stare. 
Toward him she turned, and felt her bosom 
swell 

Wildly: he was so younj; almost she fell; 

Yet took him up, and to allay his eries 
Smiled at him with her lips, not with her eyes, 
Then laid him down; aw'ay her hand she 
snatched, 

And now with streaming face the door un- 
latched. 

When lo, the long uproar of foot, 

The huge dim liiry of the street! 

. s 

While she into the wild night goes, • ' ... 
That in her eyes a light shower blows. . 
Faces like moths against her fly, 
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' TJke moths hy briliiciiicc lured to die; 
The clerk with spirit lately ilead, 

«k 

The decent clollios above hiui spread ; 
The joyous cruel laci- of boys ; 

Those dreadful >hadov*s profierisi;' toys; 
The con.'^tabK* with liflc‘d baud 
Conducting; the orclu Strand ; 

A woman secret ly distrcsl, 

And .staidly weepin*;, dimly drest; 

A girl i.s \cn»lin,; Hower^ and fern. 

■ 

Their v<Ty touch her finj;i,r.s burn ; 

A blind man passe-., that doth .sound 
With shaking; head the hi»llo\v ground 
/.In showering air, the mystic damp, 

Th^ dim balm Mown from lamp 1.) lamp, 
■■A- strange look from :i shrocUlcd shawl, 
casual voice with thrilling l<il] ! 
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Tho officer from passing; eye 
llu.'*tle*« tho forms that injured lie, 

Croaluros we marred, eompclled iipri'jht 
To drift beside us in the HkIiI. 

Hut now she slowly trembles as she sees 
The cruel lover that must "ivc her ease: 
S.itcfi, arran-.;ed, he paced in inixidy stride, 
Witii little lilies on his breast that died. 

O meekly she besidv; him went away. 

And dutifully as a daug'.uer m.iy 

From that unrealized embiace 
Swiftly she broke with ea^',er faio; 

With food for him that e.alled aloud. 

She buttled through the hostile crowd; 

An army to frustrate her bent, 

In sullen numbers 'gain.sl her sent. 



TIIK W1K15 
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The mystic river floiiting wan, 

The cold soul of the city shone; 

The mooned lenninus rhrouj;h the dark 
With emerald and ruby spark, 

The stoker buriiinc;ly embowered, 

With fieij loses on him showered, 

Glide; at IxvT feet the nnul-j;leam biiiCr 
Above a cloudy tln^ce a!id rue: 

And throiii;h the dark the early smell 
Of waking meadows on her fcU. 

With her right aim the sloor she pushed, 
And to the dead the rushed. 

But at the sight so d«ieply was she torn. 

She babbled to him like one litely born ; 

m 

^liiekd sorrowful dim sounds about him made, 

• I *• 

Tlutt' were not speech: and w'iidly to him 
"prayed. 
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THE WIFE 


She felt how cold is God, how brief ottjT 
breath, 

•• 

liow vain is any love, how strong is death: 

“ O fo(jl, O fool ! To have so (juickly died ; 

I am unclean for evermore/' she cried; 

And then with fr.ir, with gathering distrust, 
Swiftly between his teeth the morsels thrust.^ 
Then stiller grew ; and with a moaning slow 
Relented n(»\\, and wearied in her wc>c. 

Rut as the woman, dying in her thought. 
Looked upward ; al her dress her baby caught, 
And she revived, and toward her little son 
Ventured, that he into her arms might run. 
And like a strange woman all doubllully 

i. 

She stretched her ai ins out shining wistful!^. 
As though with meek advances she 
Into her sighing bosom her own child. 



THE WIFE 
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-. Then pulled him close to her, and held him 
there, 

* 

And all those tears felt down iiitu his hair« 
Softty she said, “O cruel new-boiu thiiij;! 

The years to you a ijontlciiess will brinjj; 
Then think *)£ me as one that not in thought, 
But out uf yearning into woe was brought.*’ 

So as she mourned above him, the ulil furm 
With evening noises ia the twilight rharin 
Returned, and she remembered quiet trees 
Just stirring*; he ran h»Mr the wry breeze! 
Her prudent mother wisely to her speaks, 

Her peaceful hair a little .sorrow streaks. 

And as a soft ;»n<l dreatUul summer day 
-^:.)Sill*.sudden1y through chill December stray, 
S6l the mild beauty of old happiness 

* ( 

'^“-'Wandered into her mind with btrangu distress; 
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THK WIFE 


Till slowly with the gathering light, lo I^ife 
Came back on hci ; Desire and Dust and 
Strife; 

The hiii^c and various world with murmur 
grand. 

Time had begun to bmeh her with soft hand. 
And sacred passing hours with all things new, 
Divine forgetfulness and falling dew. 

Then hunger pained : no thought she had, no 
care, 

She and the child together ate ihiit fare. 



PACKS AT A FIRE 


Dazzmid witli watcliiiv; h<i\v tho swilt !in‘ flod 
Along tho dril)l)ling n'o^, I tiirnoil my head, 
When lo, upraised beneath rhe >.loud 

Tho illumed uncinisciuiLS laces of the crowd I 
An old ;'TLy face in lovely bloom iijjturued, 
The ancient lapture and the dream returned! 
A crafty t:u;* wondering sim])iy up 1 
That dying face near the ccmmunioii cup! 
The experienced lace, now venturous and rash. 
The scheming eyes bilher and thither flash! 
•iThat, common trivial face m ule uj) of needs, 

Jt ' 

■N.owpale and recent from tiium|.ha! deeds! 

•'^The hungry tramp with indolent gloating stare, 
v:’ 39 
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FACES AT A FIRE 


The beggar in glory and released from car^. 
A mother slowly burning with bare breast. 
Yet her consuming child dose to her prest! 
That prosperous citizen in anguish dire. 
Beseeching lieaveri from purgatorial fire! 
Wondertiil souls by sudden flame betrayed, 

1 saw ; then through the davkiicss went afraid. 



THE ITLY 


I DRF.AMt'n that after w.inclcrinf; Ion" I came 
To a dark garden with Irail sf)iils for tlowers; 
And saw the gentle lady we call J)eat1i 
Paco to and fro; above Ciieh bloom she bent, 
Then passed: n .slumbrous sky al>(»vc her rolled 
Cloud u])(in clourl : and Irom those human 

fl.iWCTS 

A tragic i.fio.sr like emotion rose. 

1 followed in her .stejis, and now she touched 
Some pojjyiy that had been a dreamer frail, 
Or rose that was a passionate Ka .stern ({ueen. 
But* on a sudden 1 implored her hand, 

"k ^ 

.'And should have fallen: fr.mi a lily near 

■ ,What sweet find paining odour to my brain 
- 4i 
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THE LILY 


Darted, with delicate, unhappy smell 
Of trouble old and gladness far away! 

I knew more suroiy than from any face, 

More certainly remembered tliaii at words. 
And slowly swooning said, “''Hs she! 'tis she!” 
Then h)(Aing to that lady cold, whoso face 
No sternness and no pity had, I said, 

“ Lady, this flower but a little while, 

O ! but a little while, has risen here : 

Have a deep care nf il ! a small neglect, 

A brief oblivion overburdens it. 

For she, that is this flower, anil merely blows 
So strangely silent and sc* white, was iiaod 
To be much loved, and guarded wistfully. 

O! from this flower be never far away!'** 
Hut she to w'hom I .s])oko moved slowdy on, 
And as I walked beside her, I awoke. 



TO MILTON, — 15L1ND 

ITic who said suddenly, “Let there be light!” 
■To thee the dark deliberately gave; 

That those full eyes mi.'^ht undistractecl bo 
By this beguiling show of sky and field, 

This brilliance, Ih.if so lures us from liie Truth, 
lie gave thee back c»rigiiial night, If is own 
Tremendc.il.* c invas, large and blank and free. 
Where at each thought a star Hashed uul and 
sang. 

O blinded with a spe-cial Hglitning, thou 
\Hadst once again the virgin Dark! and when 
The pleasant fiuwcry sight, which had deterred 
^Thine eyes from seeing, when this recent world 

')■ 4J 
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TO MILTON, — BLIND 


Was quite withdrawn ; then burst upon thy view ' 
The cider glory; space again in pangs. 

And Kden odorous in the early mist, 

That heaving watery plain that the world-; 
Then the burned earth, and Christ coming in 
clouds. 

Or rather a special leave to thee was givini 
Hy the high power, and lh(»u with bandaged 
eyes 

Wast guided through thu gUnimeiing camp of 
GikI. 

Thy hainl was taken by angels who patrol 
The evening, or are ^jntries to the dawn, 

Or pace the wide air everlastingly. 

Thou wast ajimitted to the presence, and deep , 

Argument heardcst, and the large design * ? 

% 

That brings this wurld (lut of the woo to bliss. . 



LAZARUS 

"Thk lifihl which F have followed all this 
wny 

Out of the darkness j^rows into a face; 

Thy face, dear Iriend, whom I so long have 
known. 

Have we not wandered with tw'ined arms, and 
\valkcCi 

Through evening fields together? And those 
lips, 

That 1 have kissed so oft, did they pronounce 

Tbit dreadful whisper, M-azarus arise*? 

For as it came in darkness I wa.s ‘ware 

Of countenances terrible, that gazed 


45 
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LAZARUS 


Each on the other in drear impotence, 

As I with sighs arose eluding them. 

* 

0 face that socinost made to weep and smile 
With us, and hands all rou;;h with common 

tasks ! 

Is this indeed Thy sun to which thou hast 
Recalled mo, and are these Thy lields, which 
grow 

Slowly from grey to green hotorc my eyes/ 

1 felt Thee irresistible in the grave. 

Forgive me that I talked so lightly, nud*wcnt 
So unconcerned beside thee in old days. 

How is it thou canst care to come and go 
With stich as me, and wa^k and work with us, 
Thou at whose whisper Death idled and 

grieved, *■ 

And knew the voice at which creation shone 
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Suddenly? Yet was I so near to peace; 

And I came back to life remorsefully. 

When the sea murmured again, and fiqJJs 
appeared. 

But how should I complain? Unto what end 
I am recalled 1 know not; but if Ihou 
Art here content to be, then u hy not 1 ? ’’ 



FMTK 


Thou Power, that beyond the wind 

Rulest. to ihcc I am resigned. 

Aly child from me is snatched away ; 

She vanished at the peer o{ day. 

Vet I di>cern with clearer brow 

A high indulgence in the blow, 

IJght in the storm that o’ci Mie broke, 

A special kindness in the stroke, 

A gentleness K.hind the I-aw, 

A sweetness following on the awe. 

Shall I forget that noonday hour, 

When as upon some favourite flower 

A deep and tingling bliss was shed, 

45 



FAITH 


A thrillinff pcaci' from overhead? 

1 bad nor known il sinv'c n^y birth, 

I shall not know it more on ecirrh. 

J>u1 ijiiw I may not sm, nor err. 

For lo'ir of over lossn^^ ln.r, 

rociin;.-^ fiom Thy thiind. -.-blow, 
'I’hoii-h hlindt.f1 wiih Thy ii.jui.io;.; low, 
] hack to di'^m.d Iite» 

And iiijx niyscF with mortal slrilc, 

Th/ j\id: 5 :iioni still to nio is sweet: 

■ 

I led. 1 led, that v;c ohall meec. 



HV THK SKA 

Rkmkmrer, lih lomcnibcr, liow wo wiilkcd 
Together on se:i-oli!f! Vou woro rorno 
From b.ilhin;^^ in llio o'xun. nul tii«: so.i 
Was not ycl dry 'ij»on your iuiii : 

We w:ilkeii in »*ie wu wind till wv w.:)c far 
From voues, oven Imm the ihonj^liis of men. 
Renicmijor how on I ho w.iriu ho 'oli wo sat 
By the old bar*|ue. -..in! in the .■.oioll of lijr; 
While the full ocean .m the i-chhlos dioppcd, 
And in our cars the inliin.«li- huv wind 
Of noon, that broatbiii^ from bome ancient, 
place, 

Blew on us merest sleep and pungent youth. 



BY TITK SKA 
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So deeply ftlacl we cjrcw that in pure joy 
Close" we came; yoin wild and wet dark hair 
SIashe«l 111 my eyob your essence and your 

We h.:'! Ji'HipJu: we troubled no! to speak; 
Slow.y \'<mr lu-a'i Icii '!o\v;i up i*' ^...y i icast, 
(u Ihc i«iiL Vice/e thci aoiuJesrii..; sun; 

Am! liic sea li'uom. Iho of ralni wind, 

W'lf. « n y\Hir cluxk; Uke ehiklren tiien we 
ki. . ed. 

Inno ci>’ '\ii'h t>n; so;j ami ,nirc with air; 

My .'■iii'il 'Icil into ihco. Tho moon climbed, 
The !oanii.-d nearer, and wv two arose; 
Blit ail. hij.v tran(|nil from that deeji embrace! 
And with no s.idiiehri from that natural kiss; 
Beautilnl ir.ilolonce was on our brains. 

And on our limbs, a.-* we together swayed 
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BY TIIK SEA 


Between ihe luminous ocean and dark fields. 
Wo two in vivid slumber without haste, 

m 

Returned; while veil on veil the heaven was 
bared ; 

And a new glory was on land and sea, 

And the moist evening falhnv, richly daik, 

Sent up to ns the c'dour cold of slijcp. 

The inlinito sweet of death: so we relumed, 

Delaying ever, calm companions. 

Peacefully slow beside the moody heave 

% 

Of the moon-brilliant billow t ) the town. 



A. S. P. 

Fkaii- was she born ; petal by petal fell 
Her life: till it was strown upon the herb; 
Like petals all her f.incies lay about. 

And the dread Powers kept her face toward 
^^ric^, 

Although she swcrv'eil; and still with many a 
I'lsh • 

Guided her to the anguish careftilly. 

So bare her soul that Kcaiity like a lance 

Pierced her, aiul odour full of arrows was. 

She drugged her brain against realities. 

And lived in dreams, and was with music fed, 

Imploring to be spared e’en sweetest things. 
53 
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A. S. P. 


She suffered, and resorted to the ground, 

Glad to be blind, and eager to be deaf ; 

#■ 

Soliciting eternal apathy. 

And she was swift to steep licr brain in moss, 
And with the heart that so had loved, to blow 
Merely, and to be idle in the wind. 

She craved no Paradise but only peace. 



TTTE OUI-:STIO\^ 

Fatiikk, beneath the moonless nsjhl. 

This heavy stillness without lij;ht. 

There comes a thou'^ht whic.h 1 must speak. 
Why is my body then so weak ? 

Why do I falter in ilie race. 

And behind this nnj;hty pace ? 

Why is my stren.'^th s«« quickly down? 

And hark! my inothcr sobs rdone. 

My s»on, \vh*-n 1 was and free. 

When 1 was lilUd with sap and ^leo, 

I squandered here and there my strength, 

,'And to thy motherV arms at length 

55 



THE QL'hSTION 


S6 

Weary I came, aiicl over tired; 

With fever all my bones were fired: 
Therefurc so srjon thy strength is Hown* 
Therefore tby mother siibs alone. 

Father, since in your weaker thought, 
And in your languor I was wrought 
Put me away as creatures arc; 

I am infirm and filled with care. 

Feebly you brought me to tlie light, 

Ah, gently hide mo out ol sight ! • 

Then sooner will my strength be llown. 
Nor will my mother sob alone. 

My son, stir up the fire, and pass 
Quickly the comfortable gla<s! 

The infirm and evil fly in vain 
Is toiling up the window pane. 
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Fill up, for life is so, nor si;;h; 

We cannot run from Destiny. 

Then cheer thy strength tlint’s tiiiickly 
Ah, hen' thy mother subs ulonc! 



PKAUTIFUL DEATH 

Why drcadost thou the calm process of death? 

To miss thy wife's illuminating smile ? 

No more to proudly touch thy child's bright 
hair? 

To leave this glorying green, this flashing 
sun? 

Yet Death is full of leisure, anci of light ; 

Of compensatiijiis and of huge amends. 

Since all the dead do for the living toil, 

Assisting, bathing, in the air, the cailh; 

A shower their sympathy draws from the 
ground, 

Delicious kindness from the soil exhaled. 

5 » 
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Then thou, spendthrift of time, shalt busy be; 

Thou shalt begin to foster and prepare. 

* 

O thou that within {;lazc and blinds didst Jive, 
In blackness within windows bright absorbed, 
Face to the surface swiminin^; with drowned 
eyes ! 

Thou as a breeze shalt w-andcr thro’ the ward, 
Bahu to the sick, a cool and vagrant bliss : 

To thee the tired faces shall incline, 

Incline with cloaing eyes and open mouths. 
Thou, dangerous to men, mi prist)ns .shut. 

With life made irretrievable and dark. 

Thou on the thirsty place shalt drop like dew. 
Or liki* a cloud haste to the yearning land. 
Thou maiden with the silent speckles.s ways, 
On ]}lant or creature .squandering thy heart ; 
Thou in caresses large shalt spend thy life. 
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»KALUIKU1. UKATH 


Conspiring with the summer plans of lovers^ 
scent 

From evening hedge the walk of boy and girl. 

Thou merchant, or thou, clerk, hard driven, 
urged 

For ever <m bright iron, timed by bells, 

Shalt inellriw fruit in the serene noon air, 

With rivulets of birds through liekis of light, 

Causing to fall the indolent misty peach. 

Then thou, disturbed no oft, shah make for 
peace ; 

Thou who didst injure, heal, and sew, and 
bless ; 

Thou wlio dkUt mar, shalt make lor perfect 
healMi ; 

Thou, so unlucky, fall with fortunate rain. 

And I to whom sweet life is dangerous edged^' 



BEAUTIFUL HEATH 
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With tenderness lo madness near, with need 

Kven of a Utile dew, a drop ol hopw; 

« 

Disijuised and suLived, who dare not show my 
soul, 

Who walk with l)iltcn lip :in«l clenched hands 
For me divine r^ilo! ! T'o dm* i»i tru.;' 

Kach impulse, .uid l«» drive free and '‘vcure" 
All my ioteiitiim bland and iimj-iicn'iis! 

The lose is al my silent i.omiii;.^ lirh, 

I on my enemy’s eyes like slee|» shall drop. 
And he at dawn sliall bless me and sha!! 
drows *. 

lilind '-hall I be am! .';«'od, *luT*ib .ind serene- : 
I shall (i(»t hlame, nor <jue--tion; I slull shim* 
DifTuseil and tolerant, luminous and lari^c. 

No lon.'^or shall I vox, but live my life 
In solaces, caresses, and in balms, 
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BEAUTIFUL DEATJI 


Nocturnal soothings and nutiitioiis sighs. 

The unhaj^py Tnind an odoiii shall l.v hroatlicd 
I <hall be sagely bl.nvn, Hung will. de.uVn, 
Assist tins hirin'! a.'‘fi ii!iiver>il sth.-mc, 
Iiul*is^'‘iuus, h:';-}iy, sweet, (le.id* 



I'Ki'-.'.Vl'R 


T'l f 1. 


O 


- *• ‘ . : I i| ■ *. il* S 


’i‘‘ 'I ■"■■" >- ■ • 1’ i'm ■ I.. til- . lii’ V 

And 
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THE PRISONER 


O like a daup;hter must she live. 

And no wife to him now ; 

Only remain beside those ailing limbs, 

And soothe that agdtl brow. 

“ Husband," she said, “ I liad nlhcr clo-vcd 
Those wild eyes on tbo bier. 

Rather have kissed those lips when they were 
cold. 

Than seen them smile so drear*” 



THK WOUND 


I DKF.AHF.D that, having died, my soul was 
brought 

Into the IVcscnce. Many angels stood 
Around, and with delight upon me gazed; 
And higher I discerned the face ot God 
Diffusing silent universal bliss. 

Then moved an angel toward me, and with 

• I 

joy 

•Addressed me, saying: “Come and rest at 

HAd having rested, then thou shalt rejoice.” 

^)te heavenly company smiled on mu sweet; 

. 

1 unbared my .soul, and showed to them 
«S B 
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THE WOUND 


That wound which never human word, or ii^ 
Or pity hath ever ’suaged; and at the sigi 
A, strange disturbance on the spirits earner 
And even a dimness on the face of God. 
Then rose from God's right hand a gen^ 
Form, ..’,5 

With silent eyes that said, “Hast thou for^ 
got?” 

And He disclosed His branded brow an^' 

hands. •' 

1 

But I toward Him turning softly said, ' . 

I t 

'*Thy wounds are many, but Thou hadst nd 
chUd.” 



THE NEW "DE PROFUNDIS” 


Out from the mist, the mist, I cry; 
Let not ray soul of numbnes? dii.! 

My life is furled in every limb, 

And my existence groweth dim. 

My senses all like weapons rust, 

And lie disiisod in endless dust. 

I may not love, I may not hale; 
Slowly I feel my life abate. 

O would there wore a heaven to hear! 
' O would tliere were a hell to fear! 

Ah, welcome lire, eternal fire, 

I*' 

■ To bum for ever and not tire ! 


•>7 



68 THE NEW “DE PROFUNDIS* ' 
Hotter Ixion’s whirling wheel, 

* 

And still at any cost to feel! 

3 

‘Dear Son of God, in mercy give 
My soul to flame, but let me live! 

I am discouraged by the street. 

The pacing of monotonous feet; 

Faces of all emotion purged; 

From nothing unto nothing urged; 

The living men that shadowb go, 

A vain procession to and fro. 

The earth an unreal course doth run, 

- Haunted by a phantasmal sun: 

Thou didst create me keen and bright. 
Of hearing exquisite and sight. 

Look on thy creature, rauflled, furled, 
That has no glory in thy world. 



THE NEW “DE PROFUNDIS" 69 

In odours that like arrows dart; 

Beauty that uvurwhclms the heart. 

* I neither hear, nor smell, nor see; . 

But only glide perpetually. 

I seem to feel upon my soul 
The slow approach, the gradual roil 
Of Darkness older than the light, 

Of blackness gaining on the bright 
Oi wasted Is that wine like blood, 

Waste'l the ilesh that was our food! 

If in the dimness without strife 
1 perish, life, O give me life! 



THE APPARITION 


I 

My dead Love came to me, and said: 

“God gives me one hour’s rest, 

To spend uiion the earth with thee: 
How shall we spend it best?” 

“Why as of old,” I said, and so 
We quarrelled as of old. 

But when I turned to make my peace, 
That one shoit hour w’as told. 


\ 
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II 

Nine nij^hts she did not come to me: 

The heaven was filled with rain; 
And us it fell, and fell, T saiil, 

“She will not conic again.” 

•Jf^asl night she came, not as before, 
liii^ in a strange attire; 

Weary she seemed, and very faint. 

As though she came Crum Are. 
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THE APPARITION 


m 

She is not happy! It was noon; 

The sun foil on my head: 

And it was not an hour in which 
We think upon the dead. 

She is not happy! I should know 
Her voice, mucii more her cry; 
And close beside me a great rose 
Had just begun to die. 

She is not happy! As 1 walked. 
Of her I was aware: 

She cried out, like a creature hurt, 


Gose by me m the air. 



THE APPARITION 


IV 

Under the trembling summer stars, 

1 turned from side to side; 

When she came in and sat with me, 
As though she had nut died. 

And she was kind to me and sweet, 
She had her ancient way; 

RcinenA)ered how 1 liked her hand 
Amid my hair to stray. 

She had forgotten nothing, yet 
Older .ilie seemed, and still: 

All quietly she took my kiss. 

Even as a mother will. 
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THE APPARITION 


She rose, and in the streak of dawn ' 
She turned as if to go: 

But then again came back to me; 

My eyes implored her so! 

She pushed the hair from off ray brow, 
And looked into my eyes. 

“1 live in calm,” she said, “and there 
Am learning to bo wise.” 

“ VVliy grievest thou ? 1 pity thee 
Still turning on this bod.” 

"And art thou happy?” I exclaimed. 
“Alas!” she sighed, and dud. 



THE APPARITION 


« 

V 

woKK : she had been standing by. 

With wonder on her face, 
phe came toward me, very bright, 

' As from a blessed place. 

,She touched me not, but smiling spoke, 

And softly as before. 

They gave me drink from some slow 
stream ; 


1 love thee now no more.” 



THE APt'AKlTION 


VI 

The otlior ni{;ht she hurried in. 

Her face was wild with fear: 

“Old friend,” she said, “ ( am pursued. 


• May 1 take refuge here?” 



LYRICS 


1 

O TO recall! 

What to recall ? 

All the ro-ses under snnw? 

Nut these. 

Stars that toward the water };o? 
Not these. 

O to recall ! 

Wliat to recall ? 

All the greunness af ,cr rain ^ 
Not this. 

Joy that {;learauth after pain? 
Nut this. 
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LYRICS 


O to recall! 

What to recall? 

Not the greenness nor delight 
Not these; 

Nut the roses out of sight. 

Not these. 

O to recall! 

What to recall? 

Not the star in waters red, 

Nut this: 

Laughter of a girl that’s dead, 



LYRICS 
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II 

•t TN the grcyncss rose: 

'I could not sleep for thinkinq; of one dead. 
Then to the che;it I went, 

Where lie the thV-j[rs of my beloved spread. 

\ 

Quietly these I took; 

\ 

A little gh'svc, a sJicct of music torn, 
Painliiiss, *ili-<lone perhaps^, 

I 

.'Then lifted u]) a dress thjat she had worn. 

i 

i ’ 

^d now I came to where 

Ictteis are; they To beneath the rest; 
read them hi the: haze; 
spoke of tiiatiy t/iings, was sore opprest. 




LYRICS 


But these things moved me not; 

N(it when she spoke o£ being parted quit^ 
Or being misunderstood, * 


.-A 


V 



Or growing weary of the world’s great tight. 


Not even wdien she wrote 
Of our dead child, a-'i the hand-writing 
swerveil ; 

Not even thi-n 1 ^ 

i 

Not even by such ii^ords was I unnerved. 


I 

I 


I thought, she is at j^cacc ; 

Whither the cliild i.s she to<^ has passri 
And a much needed reW 
Is fallen upon her, she ik still at last. 





LYRICS 


Si 

^ut when at length 1 took 
. 'From uiificr all ihusc letters one sratill sheet, 
Folded ajui writ in haste ; 

■ 

Why I'.i iny i'.oarl with sudden sharpness 




Alas, it \wa:s not s.ifr 
Her saddest words 1 read calral)’’ o*cr. 
Alas, it harl no pain ! 

Her pj.il! till words, all thibsc 1 know before. 


dead : 


|A hurried happy line ! 

little jest, ton slight >for one so 

?•’. • ^ 
did I not endun^: 

1^^ writh a shudder jhng heart no more I read 
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III 

O TiiO’:* art put to many uses, swi-o*' * 

Tl'.j b-o d win urge the rose suri'*-* n 

But yet! . . . 


And all the b. u- nil: ;;a «.• the .sky. 

And all tby laughtei rivor.s run ; 

But yeti . . . 


Thy tumbling h.isr JC seen. 

And all thy trembling bV‘^’‘*“' 

But yet! . • . 
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Thy brfefuc.sh in i'ik 

And all the Kdli-es-- .•( thci. 

• 

"ii.tii' he hung, 

0. tiiL iocim; 

But )\ t ! 

• 

*" * ■ 

Thy son J .n.f ! !?. 

>"l '• 1 , 1 .. I . 

And y...i! . \ 

...‘111 %t'enl, 

• '"1 V 
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A I'HANrASy 

n awake, 

Keen as a blinded man, at d.' 

odour of earth; 

Smells in the dark the col 

jOP, and over him 

Eastward he turns his ( 

exquisitely breathes ; 

A dreadful freshness. 

ning, even his own face I 
The room is brightej 

ists in Hades felt 

So the excluded gh 

•fet, and heard the rain 
A waft of early sw>{ ' 

I over them; they all 
Of Spring heginninj.) 

K:h other's faces lookfsl 
Stood still, and in cu\ 

Y queen Persephone;/' 
And restless grew thei\ '■ 

_ ulug to be observed;* 
.'Who, like a child, drJa’\ -- 

glances down 

By awful Dis, threw littl^ 

8a 
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^oWard them, and understood them with her 
eye.-. 

Perpetual dolour had as yet but drooped , 
The comers of her mouth ; and in her hand 
:i bloom that had on earth a name. 


Quick’/ ‘be .’liipered: “Come, my ilermes. 
Come ! \ 

*Tis time lo telciiY-! Ah, throu{fh all my 


, -The sharpness of the SiVms: returns : I hear 
The stalk rcni'e with .sa anil the drops 
'•On preen illumined ^;ra^.^ : icw over me 
gpic blades are prowiny /asi . 1 i annot rest, 
comes, he comes! v.ilh huw' slow a 

Byfag used to run al^g a sunny gust ! 
Hhd'O a wititcrcai^ vreath ! no roses now 
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Dewy from paradise. Surely not his ' -vg 
Those earnest eyes, that ragged hair ; 
face 

; 

Was glad and cold. This i.s no god at all, 

Only some grieving human shade, -nanas" 

Unsightly, and the eager Furie,« 

Over him!" Slowly to her 

Had fallen; Christ with <^rave eyes looks on 

/ 

her. 

Her young mouth from her 


hand 

With serious face sh^ earthly flower • 

Drop dowt> ; then, stA^'^S '’U*- licr arms, 


“O all fresh out of sunlight! || 

Thine eyes are still too s®® 

Was it not difficult to conJ** “^way 
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'J*' 


ight from the greenness to the dimness? 
Now 


i? the time ot lender, opening things. 


Abiive tny head the fields marnuir and wave, 
A .J i .-.t'/is .ire j»iat moving the clear heal- 
O th^ » rremblihg on the corn, 

On r.nih • •! iiees in perfect sleep. 

And h.i 'I tivMi eu.piv come? Mast thou not 


biouglU 

Even a bJossom with tin* noise ot rain 
» And .'sraelT nl earth .ibon^ ii. that we all 


Viifight gailKF round and jriusper over 
hx one iva blosjoni al] 'Ic doiul would feel! 
>'.t.hcii Leginninj; to yii/e here a shadow, 

Qn shall f ' u know Irw much it seems to us, 
aiiiserablo dim maOTificeiiec. 

y 

the siiowjjiAp growmg over usl 
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That barren crown ! but now it was a wi 

These gusts of Hell have blown it into thonii 

i 

If thon canst l)ear it 3'et, O spciik to me*’ ** 
Of the blue noon, of breezes and of rivers ! ” 


A wonderful stillness stopped her; like tc 
trees 

Motionless in an ecstasy of rain. 

So the tall dead stc'ud Mlroopinfr around Christ 
Under the fallin;^ jK^icc intensely still; 

And some in slow d/ii^bt their faces raised 
Upwards; but sooit.^like leaves, duly releasee^ 
Tormented phantom’^ ancient injured shades,^ 
Sighmg began dowu’ ard to drift and glide^’ 
Toward him, and unintelligibly healed 

i 

lingered, with closing c^cs and parting Ij^ 
Agamemnon bowed over, £».^l from his 
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dbh staggered to his feet al] blind. 


EtOver the head of Jesus the whole sky 
pain began to drive: old piinishracnts 
•.Diswreathing dnmpecl, and legendary dooms 
•-.Dispersing hung, and lurid history 'streamed. 
'But he against that dying 5>ky rometineJ 
•Placid with peuver; in silence stood the dead, 
Gazing ; only was lioaid that river steal, 

! The listless ripple of OMivion. 

Then an Athenian gho >itoi*tl out and spoke. 
"I fear to speak to the* wiiilc these niy eyes 
.'Behold our great life i.;i.irur'tcd pause. 

\That was our .sky, th:U '•m-'.scs: and I miss 
•he busy sound of and «jf stone; 

"d sorrows that wi/thought perpetual 
Bee suspended, am amid tliem thee 
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Easily closing:: all these open eyes, 

'/I 

And hast not spoken word? Thou hast nc^? 

played ** 

Monotonously as rain, inducinf^ sleep : 

Thou comest wilhiuit lute, yet hast thou power ■ 
To charm the tixed melancholy ol spirits? 

Art thou a fjod? Then us to the oir, 

To trees and rivers, that ))cculiar light 
Which even now is squandered on the beasts. 


Canst thou not make the primrose venture up 
Or bring the gentle t ^Iv.iwer ? O pity us ; 
For I would ast of tliee only to look 


Upon the wonderful symlight, .and ti» smell *' 

i 

Earth in iho tain. Is »iot the laliourcr, - 1 
Returning heavy through* the August shcayi^ 
Against the setting sun, vifo glidly smells 
His supper from the opcnii^^ <luor, is he ■ 
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happier than those melancholy kings ? 
^ow good it is to live, oven at the worst ! 
was so lavish to us once, but here 

m 

•fie hath repented, jealous ol his beams. 

Just as a widower, that dreamin;; holds 

His dead wife in his arms, not wondering, 

So natural it appears ; then starting up 

With trivial words, or even with a jest, 

Realises all the uncoloured dawn, 

And near Ids he.id the y v.ing bird in the leaves 

Stirring; not less, not oi|ur cli> we 

Want in this coioui lou!. the warm 

? ' 

. earth. 

\ 

jftt how shall we in th^ lormentod faee 
■bHevc.^ Ihoii con/bt trom the glistening 


gj^ut of some ^^Veat battle, nor hast thou 
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The beautiful ease of the untroubled godsi''.i5 




M(3St strong arc they, ior they arc joyoi^ 

C„,a. • 

•i ' 

Thou art not happy ! We can tnist thee not;’ 
How wilt thou lead with feet already pierced'?.* 
And if we ask thy hand, see, it is tom ! ’’ 


But when he had spoken, Christ no answer* 
made. 

Upon hi.s hands in uncouth {gratitude 

Great prisoners muticring fawned: behind 

them stood ' , 

Dreadful suspended business, and vast life 

I >; 

Pausmg, dismantled pie's, and naked frame&^ 

And further, shapes fom obscure troubi[« 

V 

loosed. 

Like mist descended: on the horizon last.- 
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Em*' ' 

»|k piled tremendous firmament collapsed, 
lw%h dazzling pains, and solemn sorrows 

IV- 

t • .'white. 


^-I^en stole a woman up to him, and said : 
Although I know thcc not, yet can 1 tell 

■ That only a great love hath brought thee 

hither. 

« Didst thou so ail in brightness, and couldst 
•. not rest 

■ For thiuting of some woman ? Was thy bed 

empty, cold thy hearth, and aimless glides 
^Wpy wife amidst us? Whom then dost thou 
seek? 

■w see, we are so changed: thuii woiildst 
,, not know 

|Bn,busy form that moved about thy fire. 
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She has no occupation, and no care, 

■ '-JS 

No little tasks. O wc had pleasant homes.-'^^ 
And often wc remember husbands dear, ” 
That wore mo.st kind, and wonder after them. *■ 
My little children! Who sings to them now?j 
Return then to the earth ! Thou caust . not - 


Thy drooping listless woman to the air. . 

Thou’lt have no comfort out of her at all. 

Yet say, perhaps thou hast but lately died. 
And w’anderest here unburiod? Restless- 


Those eyes ; ah, on thy body thou dost feel 
The bird settling? Hath no friend covered 
Thy limbs, or do they fail with falling wave fl M 
But one broke in on her with eager wor<iEu|||| 
"See how we live along exhausted streaninH 
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P !Sng forests, and dispersing hills; 

but I gloried and drank and wept and 

/ 

\ laughed ! 

me again great life! To dare, to enjoy, 
^iTo explore, never to tire, to be alive. 


4' And full of blued, and young, to risk, to love! 
srThe bright glory of aftcr-b.aUle wine, 

J*f* 

i^i'IThe flushed recounting faces, the .Vccm hum 
i'Of burnished armies, thrill of unknown seas!” 
^^9 he was speaking, slowly all the dead 
f-Tbe mcldheholy attraction of Jesus felt; 
j^,^d millions, like a sea, wave iijion wave, 
m^ved dreaming to that moonlight face, or 


^^derful long rijiples, sorrow-charmed. 
11^ him in faded purple, pacing came 
pi* emperors, and sad unfiattered kings; 
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Unlucky captains listless armies led; ^ 
Poets with music frozen on their lips, 

Toward the pale Brilliance sighed; until at laC9| 
Antiquity, like evening gathering. 

With mild and starrj* faces, gradually 
Had stolen up. Glimmering all the dead 
I.a}oked upon Jesus; as they stood, some 
thought 

Spread from the furthest edges like a breeze; 
Till like a lealy forest, the huge host 


Whispered together, bending all onC way 
Toward him ; and then ensued a stillneu 


But suddenly the foim of Jesus stirred; 

And all the dead stirred with him suddennB 
He shuddered with a rapture; and 


eyes 
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They felt returning agonies of hojse. 

As men, fiamc-wrapped, hither and thither 
Vun, 

' f 

To rid thorn, or fall headloii*' to th*i j^round ; 
The dead, caught in intnlcrable hope, 

Hither and thither burning; nwhi'.], .o fell 
Implorin'.; him to leave Ihoni rolcl ; but Christ 
Came throii^di them; leadiiiL; irrcsislibly 
Not western spirits altuie: but all that world 
Was lip! .and after him in passion s\vept 
Dead Asia, munnuritig, .aiid the buried North! 


■■•But in his path a lonel) spirit stood ; 

Roman, he who from a greater Greek 
owed as beautifully as the moon 
^.lire of the sun: fresh come he was, and 

f 


G 
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Deaf with the sound of Konie: forward he 
came 

Softly; a human tear had not yet dried. * 
“Whither/’ he said, ‘O whither dost thou 
lead 

In such a calm all these embattled dead ? 
Almost I could begin to sing again, 

To see these nations burning run through 
Hell. 

Magnificently anguished, by the grave 
Untired ; and this last Marc h ag linst the 
Powers. 

Who would more glacily follow thee than I ? 
But over me the human trouble romes. 

Ds sar gladiator pitted ag.iinst Fate, 

I fear for thee : around thee is the scent , 

Of over-beautiful, quick-fac, ing things. 
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The pang, the gap, Iho briefness, all the dew. 
Tremble, and suddenness of earth: I must 
Remember ycning men dead in theU" hot 
bloom, 

The sueetness of the wurlil edged like a sword, 
The TiicUneh'jly knocking ■. ujose waves, 

The deep an!i:ij*piness of winds, the light 
That e\»ftus on things we never more shall 
see. 

V'et i am thrilled: thou seeinesi like the 
bourne 

Of ail our inuMi, of the hinting night, 

Ot souls under the rnoonlight opening," 

Now alter speaking,. he bowed down hi^k head, 

Faltered, and .shed vvei tears in the vain place. 
>'■ 

^ud Chri.'-t ’i:iU tamed, and with grave, <»pcn 
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Looked on him: hut behind there was a 
bound 

Of vast impatioiiire, ainl the miinnuriuis chafe 
Of eaptciins sick hir wai ; and poels shone 
All dioainin;^ bri.i^ht, and licry prnj)hels, seized 
With [gladness, boded splondifi thin^^s; and 
scarred 

Heroes, as desperate men, that see no path, 
Yet follow a riddled memorable lliir, 

Pressed eli»se uj>on that leader \vor;d-en;4ravcd. 
iUit he bo:^an to pace with .>ici\vor ste|). 

With wanderinjj gaze, stsll hesitating more; 
Then stayed, and on his last foot strongly 
leaned. 

Faintly the air bore to him blood he knewl-*'^ 

nr 

His gentle eyes hither and t lilher roved. 
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The Furies rose ejaculutini; fust, 

And circled neurer o'er the liniilless dead. 
Who paused, all whisperinir: before^ them 
hun^ 

Still unredeemed Proinelhcn'*- fioin his craij; 
His limbs inipulcd: then riooci Hie Son of 
Alnn, 

And seemed almost iibmil to speak; the dead 
In silence niiward f;:ued. The I'llan*-; face 
Through passing storms leaj.'S out in da/.:1ing 
piun 

Momently on them, and his tone reliirn:; 

- Fitfully through the gusiing hurricane. 

:/‘Stay. mighty droamer, though thou contest on 
all the dead, to thy dtcp charm 
and bright; yet stay, and look on 
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Do I not trouble thee? Dost thou not 
swerve 

Smelling; my kindrcil Wood im the great track ? 

Kull in Ihy path I menace. After me 

Canst thou go on?** The storm carried his 
voice 

From them, and veiled with rushing hail his 
face. 

Then many unbound hemes toward him ran, 

Going with great dunb gestures lietwoen him 

And Christ; and in their leader.*^ face looked up 

Beseeching him their biother to release; 

Then they refrained, all motionless: and now 

The Titan bowed, coining upon them, and 
seemed 

Falling to carry with him all the crag 

. A 

Down on them : over the dead host he cricdl: 
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•*Lo all those ancient prisoners released I 
Did 1 not feel them ewtywhcre come down 
Kefeily from immortal torment? yet 
I, I alone, while all c ame down I'lom woe, 

Still striving, could not wrench away these 
limbs. 

O Christ, canst thon a nail movii from these 
feet. 

Thou who art ^tJndinp in such lo\e of me? 
Thy hands are too like mine to undo these: 
bonds, 

Brother, cdlhoii;.;!! the (kad world lollow thee, 
Deci>-fasciiiated ; love hath marred ns 
. And one veaining, as \vide as is the world. 

how thy power leaves thee at this cross! 
"^Ptjcpare thee for the anguish! Thou shalt 


know 
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Trouble so exquisite, that from his wheel 

ILipi^y [xiuii shall spare tears tor Ihce; 

Aiul Ihou shalt envy mo my shadowy craj^ 

■ 

And sofily-leeding vulture. Thou shalt stand 
Gazing for ever on the earth, and watch 
How tast thy words inciirn.uline the world? 
That 1 know all things is iny tornuMit; noth- 
ing, 

That ever shall befall, to inc is new: 

Alroadj' 1 have suffered it tar-off; 

And on ihe mind the poor event appears 
The ]\'de rellexion of «5ome ancient pang. 

Yet I fore.-ee dim roratort, and discern 
A bleak magiiiiieenee of endles.'^ hope. 

It seems that even thy woe shall have ^ 

'I ' 

end. 


It comes upon thee ! O prepare thee ; ah; 



>-5P 
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That wailing, those young cries, this smoul- 
dering .smell ! 

I the ilroadfiil lo*}k of men unborn. 

What hast thou said, that all tl)c air is 
blood ? " 

cried with nostrils shuddering fast; and 
Christ 

Moved to unbind him; but wilh arm out- 
stretched 

Sudden*')' srood. A scene unrolling stayed 
Him who had easily released the dead. 

He knew that foi a tinu! the great advance 
,He must delay, po.sljioning our desire. 

'The earth again he sce.s and all mankind 
^'Half in the .shining .sun upright, and half 

A 

''''|t.eposing in the shadow; deserts and towns. 
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And cloudy mountains and the trembling sea, 
And all the deeds done ; .and the spoken 
words c 

f 

Distinct ho hears: the human history 
Before his eyes detiles in bn‘;ht sunbeams. 

An endless host parading past; whom he. 
Their leader mild, remorsefully reviewe*!, 

And had no joy in them, although -iloiid 
They cried his name, and with fierce luces glad 
Looked ii]) to him for praise, all inurniuring 
proud, • 

And bloody trophies tov.ard him nourished 
and waved : 

But as he stood, gassing, fn*.m lime to time 
He seemed to swerve, as though his hand 
grew red, \ 

Or move, as though to interrupt some sight.*' 
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Now when the dead saw that he iiiiisl not 
stir, 

Absfirbcd, with wonder j^ntlioring in his c'yes. 
They came about him, touching him, and 
some 

Reminded him, and looked into his face. 
Others in patience laid them oown, m fell 
To calling him sweet earthly names: at last 
Waiting the signal that he could nc* give, 
Wanting the one word that he might not 
speak, 

Seeing he .stirre<l not once, they wandered otf. 
And gathering into groups, yet ^pokc ol him; 
Then to despair slowly dispersed, as men 
.'Return with morning to the accustomed task. 
"'And as without some theatre, so friend 
\Waited for friend, and speaking of that scene, 
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Into the ancient sorrow walked away. 

Yet many CdiiUl not, after Mich a sifcht, 

At once retire, but must from t: ':e to time 
l-iiij?er with uiuietei niininp^ brif;hl eyes. 

Now at eai li partin;; way some said farewell, 
And each man look his jnmaiice up, perhaps 
Less easily from siieb an inlerial: 

The vault closed back, woe upon woe, the 
wheel 

Revolved, the stone rcbi>iinded ; fi>r that time 
Hades her interrupted litc resumed. 
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J TRAGEDT IX FOUR ^CTS. 
l\\ STKIMIKN nillddPS. 

CriKVfi 41 . ini. Uft. 

Pn ts Oj^tnlips^ 

“ Simjil's tlirf( t, •.••lu “rn ■! \m.Ii tin* i-l* nn'iil •! '•uin'in |nviioris, 
aii'l jiif-i li? Vi*iy i» *Jk* jn I'nr.; nf ihrtr siin.i -Iv ili'liiit'*! 
cb>\inct<i-« 1 * Hi'! ur-ii riul;, it -ilniuM 'ipii.il L<> tlii- •li.nu.Vic 

bon-w :i*> w* 11 a in tlu* • ii-*t* f t-* • nc Iv ur y. A ly 1* 'iiiuf.il 

aii'l nil'll nil,; of uiii* ni flic inii4 tuiuhi'i;, sti»rj«.s in the 

worbl,*’ • />w<r.’. 

“ A iliin:; Ilf pu'Mii. f».im yl »rnn first fo 

Lm unb iiiti UH iIihimMc hfi;. Mr. riiiMjii- 1 i.in *icIii> wil tliu 

iuif 0-1 ililf. Sari! si: \muM im>i buc unkri"! I'le more 

sbilfiill}, Tciiiiy-iiiii I'liuM ii"l ‘i.iw il'.tlii'l till* in woul- 

of ]mr('r Iii\c!iin i^." Mi. \Vilii.\m Aiunix, in the Rutfy 

“ W’e j» 111 .Sirplicn 1 iiilbpN .ine who rO'K-ems our 
a^c from i'- Loinj'ir.iiivi: hiin'iint's in ili'* In Jut n..iliii<i of 
poelry." — Mr. NV. k. ('m uiNtv, in Ihi* Aw/r Ttlf^aph, 

**This pKiy i.- n roinnk.iiih* .u hii mmiutii. Iniih a . *1 whi.lu anil 
^ its parlfl. li .'liouii'k in lv.'u'ifiil pi'%-i^a<» .umI bi^autiful 
tphrases. \ mm who 1.1T1 wiiti* lik** this U clcarlv a force to be 
hi^koned willi.**-- IVe'fmUnt'r frocr’/'f. 

T^hinijiS his wntloii a {.^ri'al flr.ininlir pociii which 
. happaAs also to lie a t>ri'at ^Kictic driinn. \Vi are jiKtifieii in 



spcalcinif nf Mr. Pliillips’s achicvenippt as something without 
]>ariUol m our Slamen, in the Jifoning Post, 

“ A 'liaiiij ib full of A powerful, bu*^ 

chi.'ilencd imag!r..iion ; a &tril.inp. cumnianii of the ro-viurce-* of 
the iiinl .111 iiIiiiii.iMe hv loj y nlikc of thought and 

l•xp^l‘sEilln me uiinbinoil to jiT.t.iiu*c a -.ihi'.li will give 
plfM'urv ('f a Irifi^ kiii'l Itt pau]iiLi><:«'> leaders.*' — Standard. 

The high xMle of chiv »lfv and sinliiii' nt, the ••iinjile dignity 
and guiiuiiio ]i.L*h>i-> wliiuli diilinguish i1ii< mnituiioii^ per- 
form mr' - Patly ycivs. 

“ riif’ry lik»- this h.u n.»l rn n in Er-glnn-l f*.i inanv a 
lung ilay, inJ il is Mi. I'hilli|i*'. ihmlih. it is 

e'^v:ntially .'ii<l 'lio ugh and tlip>ti'h diain.itie p.>i'Uy ; foi, \\hile 
‘ I’aolii and h’l * is .i imMe p n.m, it i» sn, l.iigeiy, f'»r llu? 

riM.s<)n that il i- nohle lii.i oa :\« vtid! iL Ornaid be iiiipo .siblr 
tiM*x.igger.iti orn*\ graiii'idi* I'l Mi. I iiiili])* Ibi li-L piiwe’e” gift 
of new Lt .luiy.” — Mr. Ri« iiaku Li- (iAI i.ien>'I‘, in the KS'Arr. 

lie atti inptcd the IiI.'ViM .ml ini>a dif]lii.iiU vihieh in 
lileriry nit, die Mipn ire :u^i iiiphdimeiii f'r pnt'i .n .my time, 
and h*' ha * in ic I .** — 

“Tt a'» rill gic.it iif-en* of our day h.is yri f.ilflloil, the 

prliTi.iiy Junanii'. nl ,i st. i;«* ri.iy. [ hnnw no wor'u of modern 
limes, no actiir?' drnna >.1 .any .".ye, i1i.it ln-itor cniubineb the 
\n\ si<>n aiiil glaiiiiiur of ioni.ino<. with tiie lealrainl oi classic 
tr.idiii> -n'.'* - /«/.'#■ >. 

‘‘Maih ini'^hl confidently have 1n.in ixpeitcil from the author 
of ‘Tlio Wife’ and iif ‘ M.iriJC"!.!,' bi:t I nni t frankly oM' 
that, ma ,iiifiant as was the pruniivi nf these pnemSy 1 WIB 
not pr»»parL\i f-ir such an .nchicx’t ineiil a. fhc piesent work. j,. 
Il unquotionably plaLCS Mr. Phi]li]>s in the first rank of modfcin' 
flianiati.sts and tif modero poetry. It ilo«-. mure, it claims 



kinship TTilh the ari*iliicr.its of his art : with Sophocles and svith 
Danlc/’ — Ml. Churton CuLLiNif, in the SutufJiiy A'ft*iezt/. 

“Tins ib a inij'i ‘iy writicn^y a pi'^t who h.L^ licon -^n actor, 
•iiul it is ci»n«*cis.*d in Ihi- h^\ -pint the ir.i>iJ!i.rn *ita';o, 
and biiupic, >\*M^^\%itli tlinuiatic eiimlic'n. Mr. iMiillipt has 
bri'krn ah-ifliiKlv wiili i 1 k I.h/.iltct!Min iiuhIuIs. lie spine 
biick If* the ua sic tr.vliiiiin ‘if ihctha.Mn. As a poet, i:i'h e>l, 
he ill his strse ilnit hilf lyrujl heniity i\liich luaiL.' 

the I'.hzali-rnnn- ; I'lit .1 < .i lu* n.i-« in'*re kinship with 

Ibicir.i* th.in \\ii!i sli.iki \i :re.‘' /..'.Vr/.V/'t. 

"A •hiu.i; 'd N'jijwisinu Ka'ity anil power, lice fiorii the 
shill tcoiiiifii^-* *1 il'C iiii'Ii'ir*-. |•r■:\iilUs v, iik, aiit o -iifjin:; to 
liU pf-se&-.ii*ii in' Uu-U'pi* lisl To the lu!; pisiu-il 

prvMhictiiiii >if the iiii*e'r:eiith I'fiituiy it sLeniv ti> iii** tiiui 
Mr. tMiilIi|*'s Ii.'n a>hie>l i) 11 w*hii.h hiiiieitn I'ukini;-- 
*‘11 miny .lUniipi* iii.iili* by nii 1* - 

naniel). a p'i**iejl -pkiy .'f tiu Milii-t fiai’iiv. ‘ini.ily dcsi^pieil 
for, ainl r\[n— ly siulid i.«, ilie ‘■tap.e, \| jin'heii'ioii, Ubt a 
iniHleiP hand sh'iuM oOi c oime uuii ly twiiiLiliii;* whii 

the tlii ill' < !)iiiU, i;U’e'» via\, a-k 1..11!. , tn pleasiiro and 
sur|iii^% Muit the tluiiie oIikuKi b-' cap.d ih* i if beiiiir re'h.iii(]Jc.d 
so nobly ard I rikipi;ly, --Mr. Si ff-NhY t ’i »J.vrN, in tin* AYwAcW//' 
Ce/ifun\ 

Mr. riiillip^ luu. -uceei.'iicil wheiu bci^h T Flint, Silvio 
Pellieo, and nin-y u'Ii'M'. fiile 1 . If** h.is peitoniKil .1 from 
Which even JJyii. 11 shrank, lie l.:is takcu thue litMiullul '•pirits 
oul of the ]irison oi their everla'itini; p. in and ija'isii.n, and 
4 u^wn u; .ifrk'<li their exull.it:oris anil tlieii a^uiiiis. . . . For 
notblit^ can ob.kCiin- the );randi:iir iif thi- '.'.riMt ttn}:rrly is a 
whole. It placii Mr. rbilliii.1 in the fnini tank f-f 1 *hi:;li'-h 
Dramatic Art.** -Mr. Jamj s l)urGT..\b, in th>. M^'rnw^ /.ttiJtr. 



Ulysses : A Drama 

/A- A PROLOGUE AVI) THREE ACTS. 

Bv STKl’HKN I^UI.LIJ’S. 

Crown 8 w,, 4 /. 6 i. nrt, 

J 

Some Press Ofinions. 

Tt » a grateful task to di&coYer in the new volume many 
indications of that truly poetic insi^ht» that vigcrc us exjiressicni 
(if idea, that sense of litcraiy power aud mastery which have 

already maile Mr. Stqihei: Phillips famous 'L'here is a 

fiiifly ]t^iC(*ptive quality in all Mr. Miillip';\ scenic tDmhes whichj 
combined with rhetniical urvuur ami the most iriihibitable 
natuiAl vigi'Ui, makes the new diaiiiatic por m, ' Ulyi .ev/ a s-ery 
worthy conliilmtioii to mciilnn li»cTaluir,*’--An{i' 

“ Mr. Phillips IS, in the fullest sense ot the worst, a dramatic 
pf<et. Any critis; uho has 1i'>nnil himself to canons • f ilogma 
which would exelutle oiiJt work as Mr. PhiMip^ has hitbvitu 
;;ivcn us hail better uBbimt kiin<eir with what sp il bn may ; 
for this is a case iu which tiie poet wiii .ussureJly have the Inst 
word .” — Datty Chronuie. 

‘ riysses ’ will adil to Mi. Phillips’s nqintatinn as one of the 
few' living masters of l-.ni,liih song.”- SSunJarJ. 

“ In the |)ower of its iiiis;;ei7 and the be.idty of its phrase it 
is not unworthy ro .-itand brsl.de 'Cliiist in Hades ' and ' Paolo 
and Krancps' a.* ”— />€«/;' M:u 

w a splendid sk*nver of dMslin^ ;nvels 
agtiinst tiipestries that are sh iken b\ the’ivind jf passim^ 

Mr. Stephen Phillips t\ the i^eatesi poeiit dr.imatiAt we hmis had 
*iHce EUmheth’in times .'' — hfr James Douulas, in the Star. 



TWENTY-FIRST THOUSAND. 


Herod : A Tragedy. 

ry srih^iKN PHird.ii's. 

T^ntjcrm 7Vith “ P.ioiv an./ Fttifur^ca* 
Cfo.tn 4J fui. nft. 


S'iWc Press OpitiKUt, 

“Tint Mr. I'lii!li|- h.i- the ill who have 

r.Ml ' I'.iiilii aivl h i uii I M a * iiiiist In.* - a.-U .lu ip*. II-i? he i-ic- 
iriiav;iii.iLi<iii i-f tin* ? TL.» ^ 

Mi*4*it Kyiiis ‘ irei-i-!,' -ni! ih- 'if this in -.fly lci\es 

r.«i clniU'l ali.iiit i:ii j.n Air. Mr. J'ImIIi;i. has n-ti i-ii'y the 
Uihiii'jiie. till* ‘ >liu;i‘i»nj;,' InJ •!, • the 

tiiip of thi. oi.iiiuiiit. Hire, :h n, is a nn' le u> ik of iliAin.iiie 
'leiliitj; vilh i-i-iim'*; miiliii nlniin/l 

iukI eX'iiNiti Iv Ml. Sh-j lini riii!li{i'i i< iini (inly a 

].ivt, 4111I .1 •".le jivi, 1 u> ih'ii (till nrei a <haiiuitic 

The I) i'nn..tiu *1;: ilitj • f ih** ]il ly is hi.iih. 

TiU'tc It'll:. il.i, ]!t(.i;iiy qii.iU(y i.r Ihi i rv', .iml In le, tim, 
*.vr cm 'ij(. il. with fi w rc^i r\(*3. Mi, I hil'iji ’1 l.I.iiik vi rse is 
ilc'Xihle, iiicl' Kill Ills ■■Il • Ill I I'liss spii phr.ises to 

fit the }rr:iiiilii :iiin.iiiiii:;> of the ni iciiipL-Ksi imii>i ihi Kin,;. 
‘Tne r.it.'ir:ut iijr hair 

Is lum'i'lul o'lr llie ImU'ihIitics nf the wmM* 
is an iiir.ge wnrihv i-i' .Villi' ai*, of win mi wi, .iic .igahi and 
again cl'^Hghtfnl ly remini k* I . .S/yj/ 

“Its grim iizi.'4;iDntii. ainl fantasy may U cimiparcd with 
'that ol‘ Webster."- uibAa 

H 



*' [ntciiMiy wliich eiiiUlrs ir tn rank ^vi!ll the works of 
\Vcli*«ler nml (’I'lipman.”- ■ /Wi 

“The eWer Ounins *^iih llit v'lii-e of Millon.”— 

Mr. Wni.iANT VKCiikK, in tlu* //<*/ 7. 

“ A j;alri tn flic ;u‘*irii'. ilniin.i,* • h ilnn t‘i llu* loftior 

literature of >>Hr liiiie. Mr. tri.iiui'ff u'l- srui hr'inry 

of the fierce liir.-il, an*l *if the "erjh M.uianire, i-. free fimn 
compliiatitM) anil inini-Mc inetlii-tl nf The 

story mail Iks ti.tilily tn its tmpC i-^aK, anl ixan'ination will 
flriii0fis1r.ite ih.it it contain'; inoie lufii n th ni ^ivei.'il nf the 
bLiiou- I'i Mile i»U)s 'if Shell tan Kicwle*.'* ■ /W» 

“.Mr. L'iiillips ilcclares him-elf a inline (lr.mi.itiot. ' - 
S/an /f/7'/. 

“It is SMiii'le, iini^nifici ntf, •■,ian*rni.i' • aw ilc'iip a'* AiUiiiLlu 
deniiiieh 1, *nir |iity aii'l our urti.i,'* /./' .o//'#. 

“ is \n fu ry oilminil, ^ iriim e, th*- char -* '.it so 

l.iii^elv iimjeii"!, ihi* .n'i.in *i r*li!Ml«'-ly pi-'pcsns till i!i" 
final drop' of .i\i< aicwruiiy Il•ll 1 l [li.'t onlv tin- {.^r'lite^t ol 
iliamalii p'MfNin'iM niC'*m|iaiiy uiih vi t i pii** \\i>il!>y uf It." 
— Mr. M.\>: lit i RViitJM '1 the Xi'nfJ-iv /u.'.iTf*. ' 

“ Ni'i iiimiirthy uf th^ a-Mhor nf ‘'the of Main.*'* — 

u:n, 

“Sph'iHtiilty opulon* iii luiic*-; tl ii ; pi rfi-ci in con-tim tioii : 
far heyond all c''iiti:i.i|iiinry KivdiJi dtoii in ilie .i|iiiti((3e of its 
vriM? til the snlilu and to ihe 

“'fhc diiinia pusM-ses tin. nviTiiiiii of movement, 

oiifl it ii cM'ii priHli:;al in thi* matter nf dri'iialio >iLuations. To 
this we have tu udd, that its dialojpic speaks the of 

pa'^ion, utiil is rarely encuniLerciJ hy mere dcscrijitm or 'rtSp^ 
live ptUibagcb.” — £Jut/^ Aac/j 



THIRTEENTfk THOUSAND 

Poems 

]^Y ST’.PUKN PHILLIPS. 

* ztn/h pjtfl.* twJ /'V.i/tVi fff,** 

CrjtvH 4 j. 6./. uef. 

S'jfnr /V'JJ Opinvms. 

“Ill * M iq'is-.! * hr l.i'o i]> It* *1 Mitt I bhouM Inrdly 

il.lV*; Tll<>u;ht -li I •ui'Ii.iOli ll'.it :lPi t!iri p 11.111 1:111 li*' iinrr 
ih.ni *1 ‘1,11 I 111 II -ii -.' I !i"l liiii*. ;i ,| niy I'diif 

^^Jii -h.iird hv i"ii a tii\, tl-.it tiic ii.x'iii. p>-Mliilii]i'«^ .if 
myth Win* ■ >li.iiv '• ti. )•*! llu yc*iiii.*‘( i-l n'li p.it- this 
niiLic'ii :iaii iMi.** it 11. 'xl) inMUtitii], knullr** it initi 

trcii lull 111* Ijfi*. cl'Slv's U «\*!li i**.‘ ii.N «ii ly 'it intrr-wi»\rii 
•klikht .nl iHin, .m.l n :ii** U't .mm r Uip \i all (ho 

wliik'.*' — Ml. \\ M 1 1 *M \V\l ill tl'** /* 

Tim 'jivriil I'rn* 1 <1 111 I-' .l..'M . h 11 tin- .»ri*;iii nf a now 
und iri'*‘ pMi't. N if'io .'iiil pi i>>ii pn-tciiil to In* piMkin^;, 
aijiL Till lit. .’Hill pi- lull 1 '.illy '>].!■ ik. li* ins I'lki a hi^ ]ila*.i 
.imnrr' .L.ilh* i.Mi piKt*«. Ti' ilut hi.;h hdiour ih*.* pirii'nt 
viiluiiii u-'li rli'i I'ly 'iiJiMr^ Mr. riiillijis. Wi* in.iy pi-ilict 
with ii*»*l' h-ur 111 « I'c hi-." .pi.ii fu'uii h-.'fiui* hi'ii. ll may 
hr ly '".M iKu ivj Im*- iiiKlr I'is wjtli a \oluuic 

wiiiui is at I'll! I* i f « \triiirilin.in' m* rii jtuI -u rich in proniiv*." 
-■Ml. J. i'liMiJiON Cm r iNi; in tlr. /’/// Miiil Caidte, 

“Thriiiip wl"i, niih a fiw •;;i ij'hii: (i>iiihr<, c.m up fur 
us liko till '!•, in such ilnt ivc .iml ii>a<.tei 1 y f.i *111011, is 

not (>iio ti hr i.TOil with the ctunnion lirnl, hiiL ratluT a 
man fii>m \\h ■m m* li.;*.r the ru'hl 10 espn't Iicreaftrr some 
ofthej^rcat tlir.i (;3 whiiii will Lniiuro.'* — Mi. W. L.Co!JK.iNKy, 
in the Daily 7 \'L ^rnph. 



“ IIl sees clearly, feels inten «4 ly, anti wiitcs beaiiiiifiilly ; in a 
wurd he is a true poet.” — Mr. \Vi .LIAM AKCH[>k, in Ihe Outlook, 

‘•Till ‘The \\..inan wnli the Ke-i I Siui* and ‘'Jlic Wife/ 
Ihcie was only one Londem i-ww-fiilfL Rn^^i tfi’s ‘JiMiny*; low 
there are ihra*. cuni.imNie of tlie lo\i.lh*s.t an l 

nifM imj>assiont'il in l.ii':li-h p.rliy. .Mr. }*hill.ps 

is a |)i>ct .ihiMiiy Ilf i.iihle pcrrorni.iii. e ai.i! exi itin^ pinnii-i. 
i'oetry -o In)] of ihe li>ui>ty of nalili, so iiiiwcikoiicii hy 
rhi'toiic. the n;; (>f .i ical :ii.;liitiii,a{c in Invi wiih .i n.il lov, 
poetry so flj'/iiinniishiil by the •! asctiMcy t#f liiOi 

iiiiiU',inatiiiii, I I ii'iw iii.L when t Im* to iti.'l the 

of Ml. riiilliji'.*. j;iMii rihiiji.* — .Mi. Kii 'IAKd f.i. (i m.ulnn'i*, 
ill I he ^SXe'/i 

“ Mr. l*hiihr«* ib a po't, one i-l tin* lulf-tl.i/eii iiifii tif the 
y.'Uiuer j^i nei.iiiuii, who'i wiitiiv., tii»i;.iin the iiiiKt|ii:ililo 
ipi.ilit> wiiiih . l«>i pi riKMiinic.' - 7 ////rj. 

“\\i* iiiav p<>> Ml. L'hiilip.'« thi di-:iiiL,iii-Iii ii i unip'.inir-Mt of 

<aMnj; tJi.it hi^ lil.iiil. \i ist i- inwr thnn hi- »• il* in ih\ni 

Almost tlu'whoji Ilf tin* hook 1 - u>ii i‘iiiii| wi'ii hJe .in 1 diMih, 
l.iii;ily .iivi lil'f I illy . ••iitciii|ih»e 1 , il is j'ln •!■’> ih.P hind of 
.'ijiilc 'iiphiiioii whiiii oiir rmiit |'>iiiy h'l h *. ‘l’o'li\, s.iys 

( oKiiii,.;e >111.1 niorr, ‘is tin liln nun .ii'u liic iif all 

hum 111 km wh Inini.ui dii ii'/.is. In ni.m ]..>.m.>ii-., I'lnoiii'ii, 
kiM'^lc'l-’.i.’ Il s'l.ui'd iii.i In I'liM. tir, Il L.iiiiioi liijp biiii:; 
inui.il ; il ini!'*. ii(-t b*.. iiio'iulI.«c , bvt it niu<t i.i'nKbo iduiidisc. 
It I . .IS It wi.r>', till' ni.Tid in.ii> * in iXL>bi./ • iM.di! into a 
woricl of 1 i,!;!ir Wi* pi.a e Mi. IM iibpi Inr iii, my excel limes, 
hut I hit fix f>r till- }.:r...t ar .iml .irli'iir of hii postiy. Us 
jisril'tint iofiim*..'." CutoniiZe, 

‘•III In'. :ii*\v Vi ihnin: Mr. .^tqihm rhillips inure than fuiril<» 
‘lit promise ra.idf‘ I hb ‘Chri.i in ll.uhs': litre i.; real ptKMic 
achicTri'iiient tlit veiiiable j;i*!il . t .sonj;.*’- Z\/ei‘iati>r. 

“ llui the sMcciss <if the year is the xoliiiin' uf poems by Mr. . 
.Sleplun I'liillip-, wliii'h luas Imi'ii i'‘sci\ul with a chorus of 



applau-tc which rtHTiills thr c»r!y triamphs of Swinburne and 
IVnii} rill."'- WeitminiUr GMclie, 

iVii such reiT. iiLiblc tx) 'k nf v<inc as this has jp^iearefl for 
yc-ifb. Mr. rbilllf'S li(<ldl> cuinpaiiion, in 

'-lylv ami sii'njict, wi'a the w^ik tho mi^tvrs; Uie 

w»‘iieis wlj4r<i 111' luakc: >fjii think of iiin^c up to Miltun, :lik 1 
thi Hut t\M hi l>iw I mil'll. 11c att'.iiipu nnthip^; Mii!i]l,*aml his 
jwifiry biiTi^i willi it (h.it •^cii'.ttion uf novelty anil llat 
biiUu-mii ii! 'i <«iionj;ly iii.ir].(.il p'l «iin.:lify ubich stain^ts a 
j;i‘ntiiiii' piii.i. Ih^ vti'C is cniliiiy l.is i wn, cvtrywiurc 
fiijpuii"!. .mil iiui>i*..il. Nn mm in mir ^c.ncr iiioii, 

vu.l kvr in .iii> i.itiim, !i.ivc untie ii liolU-i than 1hi'.“-7 

1 1.1 II* is ni mithilkin:;: tho f.ict that Mi. Pliillips’*. [>i)i lical 
\>frk i> \(‘iy lull . I'oru .luil viviilm^i arc !.i . aiut a iilIiucs^ 
lif llinu^''ii wiUili (*v<iku< Ci>iii>iiual 1)1 w . 111(1 in>ip,cb tu 

i.h.;riii ilii' I 'a<ii'i\ iun^Miutiuii. )u>i';> 'i miIcI) nii it*, iiiiimiic 
nn Ill" \ir'f LikiN i luk with Uii'Ll-I :w >ct uui f'irtli by an) 
I '111* i.t ihc yi.uiii;ci y.ciii'Mtii n of (•••its, ainl i<, moiciivi'r. 
Miinpui vMih .1 ]iriMii!-i‘ nt iinpr> \. iMi ni wI.kIi the work uf 
iii.iny aiii"nj lii*. li iii.-^ Ct.ii.pi‘cr» '.dN lu "liiivv '* -Dnily MmI, 

• 

FIFTEENTH THOUSAND 

Marpessa. 

Uy STlCl'UliX I'llIl.LirS. 

t'LOWins OF /v/A.v.ii’6r.s’. ^o:\'hc j 
Wll'll A1.0U1 7 Il.l iSlK.vriU.Ns, 

I >1 my l6inii. (54 by 4-}- inches), 
r.iiuml in cluili, u. net. 
ijoiiiul 1:1 1i»iilior, rjr. fi./, net. 


JOHN Lu.NiiUN amj Nlw York. 



Flowers of\Parnassus 


// Srfhs of Fomous Pot>n\'^!uii\t9\\UiL 

^ ■ 

Uiiflor tne (k'liei.i! of F. 15. MuNI v-i.‘»ri rs. 

Si/e 5I * 4I inrlus, i;ill top 
Buiinil 111 Cl'itli PiiiM I - nrt 
Uouiid iu LcHtliei Pr:i.e i.'&iiet 

Vul. 1. Kii-i'V :uiil iJil* no .» lii s.iri' I’l jiCrt uf 

r« i)ii (J Wilb fwli u* liv 

j. T. rii('tkii.s*»ii 

Vol. II. TiH. Si anil :h-* ruM. IJMwnin,;. 

Wi'U \iiir lllu-ii.Uiiinn li\ riiili|i ( •i.iiiai'!. 

Veil III. IJv Wj'.li K-v*.ii 

Jlj.i . trail' ir l> 

Vi'i IV’. r'li. Ill h.i!ii'i/i 1. r.\' P.iiii- t 'i K '.M’iii. 

WiiIj liiiiMnluM* *•> l'»- i\ iniU** • ix. 

Vul. \. Th' \u« Mad A N"\\ V rai'ii m\ i'. i! 

\iiii' lilii I'.iiiun'' hy 

I li'l I't'lt ' nil’. 

\'il. \l .\ 1 III K’lr Wfiiii'ii. I’a Tenny mj. 

Willi Nric Illii'-ii.itiiin • I y I'lrcy lluli'uik. 

Vul. \ II. A D.iy Dr.'.ini. Hy Alhtf'l T. i\py«-i'ii. With I0u;ht 
(liu-li.itiiiii' !•>' Aiiii‘li.1 

Veil. VlIJ, A ii]Hin i WtiMini::. Py Sir J-ihn Suckling. 

Wiiii Niiii* niiiiiratU'ii'* 1>> ll>rU'ii CoK*. 



V.-l. I\ 


V..I. V 


I.!. W. 


V .1. \i\ 

\ 1. \ni 


K'lUii) It '<r Ktkiyjjiii. KLiulfri'M iiit>i 

Wry hy Wuh 

Niii*' lliiiiM li\ Ilcil'i r! O'li*. 

Till I! U'l' intiii' f/ii k. I"?! All \ r.d* I I’opr. Wiiii 
\mi* IMiW.iaii'iii* !«> \iiiiiiy Iii.aii1 icy. 

.Lt til.* Mtiinaiil. li* Th-iMiorc W'Uis 
D-'ii.'-n. Wi'li Mire lllu trMi>iiis 1.^ llciliut 
I.-.!.. 

.S'»n«'- ill’ liiiiii* iiiv. Us \\ 'III 111 ! I'll.'Ki . V\ iili 

Ni.v inn 4 i.i'.'f.,i I. 

r:.i* *^1 n iiiv«‘ ri ml. liy ri-p-y Slii’llc'j. 

Wiib I u;';l llln iiU.'isi !«> 1*. J iiii-'L'"* 

•I r.v I III 1 11 K*'j» 

Wsi'i hi li‘ l'.hi*i»a»uiiv. Ii; ( luiiK 

• i‘il W'lili' . i ii i\c. I*' U liil ii.i W Witli 
1 i ^1 l!lii M^iiiiiiis l.\ T>iiiiiM M.uwill. 

in|i«i 1 il ii'i- \v.*i . '^ti il I .].■ 11* * 

III '.<1. Ii\ A. K. 'A Wiiii f'.'ihi f ull i i:;i 
l.iii. . Tij b l.j T K. W.iy. 

\iii!i*.. r>y !• 'mi M’.Uim. Wiih Kivihi lUiiMia 


V'll. writ. J.i.i. . (':ipi|ii. t 1 .1 r.'w Milt:. ■'.I. 'V.: Tiiiii'in 'M'l I > 
lly W iiii nil W.ti'l .u.'til.. Willi Tlli'*li.i 

li'iii.by DiiP'lfl Miwill. 

V't.l XIX. Tin ' I ll I* >bip. I*ij I Ifiiiy LllIll;^l■l^'^^ . 

Willi ll!r. ii I'l.iii- I'X Dm ..III M.i.i.\i"’I. 

Vf>l VX. Ti.i' I'l iii'.i III ifiiiii*. li" W iln.iii. Wat I'll W'ltb 
-Nine IMi. .iMictn'liy D. V. C'lniiimi. 


lOllN I.ANIi, l.nNDON xNii Ntw Vokk 



The Lover\s Library. 

A Srr/es of dainty Jrom 

tL /’t'st Av/v. ! Printed m hi*o xotnUKS. 


Edtied by FKin>KKH- CnArM>N. 

f 

Si 2 c 5 { I 9 3 inches. 


Vi)l 1. POKM^ OK SlII.l.ll'V. 

Vol. TI. ljt)Vh I’OKMS OK R. 1IK(IW\’I\' . 

Voi. 111 . SlI.KN'^K III LoVK. I’.y I'. riiilMK 


Vol. IV. 
Vol V. 
Vol. VI. 
Vol. VII. 
Vol VIIJ. 
Vol I,\. 
Vol. X. 
Vol XI. 
. Vol. .\I 1 . 
Vol XIII. 
Vol XIV. 


IjOvk Poi-m.; or Tksw.w. 

IiOM l*«irV' 111 l.WiiOK. 

T.OVK I’-.F.M-. 01 H J;. 1>HII^V^'I^>.. 
1>'IVK I’oi M-! OK I’l'KN . 

Lo\h I’i'j 'I.' or .''I'l Ki i;\i;. 

I 

roF„\ih 01 . IL'.J. i;uK. 

I.OVK w VV. S. liLl/M. 

Sl'NNKi'. «'j SlIA'fsl .'I'l A’r'K- 
LOVl* SnN«;s i-khm niv, 

LdVi-: Por-Mi ni 

The Soxo m wiiicif 

SoniMox'>. 


JOHN LANK, LoNiiuN a.\»j New V^kk. 










